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Dramatis Perſon. 


M E N, 


ATA, Prince, and afterwards King of 
Perſia, Friend to CG and in love with 
Cemira. 


AzBAcrs, Friend of Artaxerxes, in love with 
Mandane. 


Rimtwrxs, 2 Gen etal of the Army, and Conk. 
dent of Artabanes. 


e Generaliſſimo, and Favourite of 
che Royal Family; Father to Arbaces and Se- 
Mira. 


Manvanz, Siber to Artazerzes, in love with $2112 4, Siſter to Arbaces, in love with Ar- 
Arbaces. taxerxes. 


Nobles, Guards and Attendants. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


An inner Garden belonging to the Palace of the King 
of Pera. Moonlight. : 


Mandane and Arbaces. 


ARTAXERXES. 


Man. TILL filence reigns ground, ſuſpicion 


ſleeps, - 
And unpercely'd, 'you may eſcape theſe walls, 
Arb. Adieu, my love; O think on thy Arbaces. 
Man. Yet ftay, ſweet youths a few ſhort mi- 
nutes ſtay. . | 
Arb. Ador'd Mandane! ſee the dawn appears. 
DuxTT1NO. 
Fair Aurora, pr'ythee, ſtay; 
O retard unwelcome day; 
Think what anguiſh rende my breaſt; 
Thus carefling, thus careſt ; 
From the idol of my heart, 
Forc'd at thy approach to part. 
Arb. -_— thou know'ſt that, for my love to 
then, = X 
The king, great Xerxes, thy too rigid father, 
Has baniſh'd me the palace; ſhou'd he know, 
That, in defiance of his ſtern command, 
I have preſum'd to ſcale this garden-wall z 
How little wou'd a lover's plea avail, [pity ? 
When thou, his daughter, cou'dſt not move his 
Man. Thy noble father, mighty Artabanes, 
Diſpoſes at his will the heart of Xerxes; 
And the young prince my brother, Artaxerxes, 
Brought up with thee in virtuous emulation, 
Honours thy worth, and boaſts thy valu'd friendhip; 
Their intereſt may ſoften his reſentment. 
Arb. br ag are their efforts, while his kingly 
pride 
Diſdains to rank a princeſs with a ſubject. 
Man. My ſpirits fink, my heart forgets to beat, 
I have not fortitude to bear thy lo | 
And muſt we part? —— Then all good angels gu 
thee! 
Ars, 


Adieu, thou lovely youth; 
Let hope thy fears remove; 
Preſerve thy faith and truth, 
But never doubt my love. 
SCENE I. 
Arb. O cruel parting! How can I ſurvive ! 
Divided thus from all that's ſweet and fair, 
From her, for whom alone I live ! 
Enter Artabanes, 
Artab. Son, Arbaces, 
Arb. My father! 
Artab. Give me thy ſword. 
Arb. Sir, 1 obey, | 
Artab. Here take thou mine. 
Arb. Tis drench'd in blood! 
Artab. Fly, hide it from all eyes ; 
Xerxes, the king, this daring arm bath flain. 


(Ban. 
| Guards, follow me. 
| 


| Arb. Forbid it, Heaven l 


Artab. O much-lov'd ſon! | 
Thy treatment was the ſpur to my revenge 
For thee I'm guilty. a 
Arb. Wou'd I had ne'er been born. 
Artab. Let not weak ſcruples thwart my great 
| [4efignj 


: + 4 


Perhaps Arbaces ſhall be king of Perſia. 
Arb. I'm all confuſion 
Artab. No more — begone. 

Arb. O fatal day! —Unhappy, loft Arbatess 

. Alx. f e 

Amid a thouſand racking woes, 

] pant, I tremble, and I feel 

Cold blood from ev'ry vein diftil,' 

And clog my lab'ring heart. 

SCENE III. 
Artabanes ſo/ur, 

Be firm my heart. In the purſuit of guilt, 

The firſt advance admits not a retreat: 

The royal blood, to the laſt hateful drop, 

Muſt then be ſhed, Conſcience, thy checks arg 

vain 

The prince appear: — now art's my only refuge. 

nter Artaxerxes, Rimenes, and Guards. 
Art. Dear Artabanes, glad I meet thee here; 
Thy prince demands thy counſel, 
Thy royalty—Revenge=— 
Artab. I tremble, Sim , 

This dire injunction wants an explanation. 
Art. Diſaſt'rous fate Yonder my father lies 

Savagely murder'd! | 
Artab., Ah! my ill-boding fears! 

Unſated thirſt of empire ! 

Alas! will nothing but a father's blood 

Allay thy heat, and quench thy raging fever! 

Art. Well I conceive—rmy faithlefs, cruel bro 
ther—— Darius "Oo 

Artab. Who, but he, at dead of night, could 
penetrate 

The palace? Who approach the royal bed? 

Nay more, his known ambition : 
Art. O, if here lives a heart that calls me friend 

Or feels compaſſion for his laughter'd king, | 

Quick let him bring the traitor to our preſence. 
Artab. That welcome taſk be mine 


[Crings 


* 


Art. Yet ſtay 
Darius is the ſon of Xerxes. : 
Artab. Who kills the father, is no more a ſons 
: : Als. N we. 
Behold ! on Lethe's.diſmal ſtrand : 
Thy father's troubles ſpirit fland ! X 
In'his face what def profound! 
See he rolls his haggard eyes; 
Hark ! Revenge! Revenge! be eres? 
And points to his ſtill bleeding wound 3 


] 


Obey the call, revenge bis death, 
| And calm bis (ev that gors they death LR. 
- þ 


SCENE W. | 
_ Artaxerxes going. Enter Semira. 
Sem. Stay, Artaxerxes, ſtay. 


e. LLELLETS 


s SCENE vu. The Polar, 
Where do I fly ?P—Ab, bapleſs mad. 


| Art. Adieu, Semira. | prince, | Thus in one fatal inftant, 


Sem. And doft thou fly me? Go then, cruel 
No more ſhall i}-tim'd fondneſs importune thee. 
Art. Beauteous Semira, ſhould I longer ſtay, 
Theiss ſoch a fyren ſweetneſs in thy voice, 

"T would lull me to forget my filial duty. 
Sem. Away, ungrateful. 
Arn. 
Art. Fair Semira, lovely maid, 
Ceaſe in pity to upbraid 
My oppreſs'd but conftaut heart: 
Full ſufficient are the woes, 
_. Which my cruel ſtars impoſe; 
Heaven; alas ! has done it's part, [¶ Exit. 
SCENE V. 

Sem. I fear ſome dread diſafter—Say, Rimenes, 
What means this ſtrange confuſion in the prince? 

Rim. Xerxes is flain——— 

Suſpicion points the finger at Darius: 
And Artaxerxes bears a dreadful confl 
*Twixt filial duty to revenge his father, 
And brotherly compaſſion for Darius. 

Sem. O fatal deed! th' effect of wild ambition; 
Heav'n knows if Artaxerzes' life be ſafe, 

Rim. Let fate be buſy in deſtructive Navghter ; 
We, bleſt with love, and ſeated on the fore, 
Will view the deftin'd ſipwreck. ſenter, 

Sem. Think not that love can find a place to 
When the ſad heart's ſurrounded with misfortunes ; 
Leave me, Rimenes, to my troubled thoughts. 

Rim. Your web of ſcorn is not ſo cloſely woven, 
But I can ſee between each Tubtle thread; 

Yet, born to love, undaunted I'T purſue thee 
Since hope inſpires my breaſt, hat you deny, | 
Vograteful maid! _ fancy hall ſupply. 

IR, 


When real joy we-miſs, 

Tis ſome —_—_ of blif, 

T enjoy ideal pleaſure, 

And dream of hidden treaſure, 
The ſoldier dreams of wart, 
And conquers without icars ; 
The ſailor ia his fleep, 

With ſafety ploughs the deep : 


To loſe a brother, father, and a lover! 
hy , Enter Artaxerxes, 
tt. Alas, Mandane! | / 
Mas. Does Darius live ? EY 
Or are thy guiſty hands „ 
Imbru'd in brother's blood ? 
Art. Fain would I hun that deed, 
Which to prevent, I've ſearch'd throughout the pa. 
For Artabanes and Darius [hace 
But all in van | 
| Mon. See, Artabanes edmes. 
SCENE VIII. 
Emer Artabanes. 
_ My bs 5 hs * 
4b. 1 ſought you, Sir — All is accompliſh'd, 
Art. Ha! peat! explain. | 
Artab, Your father's death's reveng'd, 
Darius ſlain, and Artazerxzes now 
Is Perfia's king. | 
Art. Oh, gods ! 
Man. Oh, dire misfortune ! 
Artab. Why that deep figh, my Hege? "Twas your 
command, 
Art. Alas! "tis true, the guilt is only mine. 
Artob. What guilt, my ſovereign ! 
"Twas merely juſtice to your murder'd father. 
Take comfort, Sir ; 
And think, that, in Darius* death, 
A wicked, bloody parricide is puniſh'd, 
| Enter Semira; 
Sem. Oh, Artaxerxes | 
Art. Say, fair Semira, why this ſeeming joy ? 
Sem. Darius is not guilty of the murder. 
Mas. What dol hear! 
Art. I'm ſtruck with double horror! 
Sem. Th' aſſa ſſin is ſecutr'd. 
Art. O quick, proceed. 
Sem. Your watchfulcentinels, when he had leap' 


| The garden-wall, o'ertook him as he fled. 


His deep confuſion, palid countenance, 


And ſword yet reeking with the crimſon blood, 


So l, thro* fancy's aid, 11 proclaim him guilty. 


Enjoy my heav'nly maid, 
And bleſt with thee and love, 
Am greater far than qove. 
SCENE VI. 
| Semira ſo/a. 

Le gods, protectors of the Perſian empire, 
Preſerve my Artaxerxes—Y et if he be bleſ. 
Semira's ſtate is wretched: Xerxes dead, 

This prinee will mount the throne : 
Beloy'd by me, and rais'd above my hopes, 
The hand which he intreated when a ſulject, 
When ſovereign of Perfia he'il diſdain, 
Alx. 
How hard is my fate, 
How deſperate my ſtate, 
When virtue 2nd honour excite, 
To ſuffer diftrels, | 
Contented to bleſs, 

The object in whom I delight. 
Vet, midft all the woes 

- My ſoul undergoes, 6 

Thro' virtue's too rigid decree \ 
I'll ſcorn to complain, 
If the force of my pn 


LE. 


— 


=> 


Art. But the name ? 


Sen. At my requeſt to know it 


All hang their heads in ſilence. 

Artab. Alas, it is my fon ! [ Ajide. 
Art. Muſt Artaxerxes then aſcend the throng, 
Diſtain'd with brother's blood? 

Oh, I ſhall never taſte of peace again. 

Quick, bring this traitor z that unbounded rage 
May execute the vengeance he deſerves. 
Hold, Artabanes, dear Mandane, ſtay. 

Semira, leave me not in this diſtteſs. 

Where is my friend Arbaces ? 

Artab. He was forbid the court by royal Xerxes, 


For his. preſumptuous love of fair Mandane. 


Art. Fly, bring him to my arm&——1 here ad- 
ſolve him. 
SCENE X. | 
Enter Rimenes with Arbaces Priſoner. . 
Rim. Who in this royal preſence would believe 
Arbaces to be guilty? . 8 
Artab. How ! . . 
Art. My friend! 
Artab. My ſon ! 
Sew. My brother! ! 


AI 


Awakens his pity for me. 


0 #1an, Oh, ye gods ! my lever! 


T! 
1. 
A 


ART A* 


Rather than thus in fetters like traitor! [ friend, 
Arb, I'm innocent. 
Art. O make but that appear, 

And doubly twill endear thee to my love. 
Arb, I am not guilty, that's my only plea. 
Artab. This prudent caution anſwers to m _ 


Aft 
Man. But your reſentment gainſt the king 
Arb. Was 8 | 
- Did not | 

þ 2 I did. fly 

Man. This thy referve=n—_— 
Arb. Is requifite, 
Art. And thy down-caft confuſion 
Arb. Is ſuited to th* occaſion. 
Rim. This bloody ſword [Shewing it. 
Arb. Was in the ſcabbard, when you took me 


priſoner 

Art. yo can ' d thou yet deny the cruel deed? 

Arb. Great Sir, I ſtill aſſert my innocence, 

Artab. Audacious boy! thus obſtinate in ill, 
Thy fight's my torment, and this deed my ſhame. 

Arb. And does my father join in my deſtruction 

Alt. 
Artab. Thy father ! away, I renounce the ſoft claim! 
Ks ſpot on my honour, thou blaſt to my 
Ame. 

Let juſtice the traitor to puniſhment bring; 

His father he loft, when he murder'd his 

king. [ Exit. 

SCENE XI. 

Arb. Yecruel gods, what crime have I committed 
To draw relentleſs vengeance on my head ? 
$ mira! ſiſter! hear me with compaſſion. 

Ars. 
em. Acquit thee of this foul offence, 
"Rowen with ſpotleſs innocence ; 
Then ſhall my hapleſs brother fee, 
That never fiſter lov'd like me, 
SCENE XII. 
Arb. Ap 


* 


CE. u. 


ance, I muſt own, is frrong = 
But truth is on my fide—I'm innocent, . {me 
Art. Pray Heav'n thou may'ft; but till the law 


decide, 
You muſt remain a priſoner. [E 
Arb. Ah, dear Rimenes, pity my hard n 
My friend ? | 


Rim. I am no traitor's friend—Adieu, [Ex. 
SCENE XIII. 
Arb. N Mandane, turn at leaſt and hear 
Man. | Bene .you ſue in vain. [ Going, 
Ab. O ſtay, I charge the 
Think on thy former love. 
Man. Tis turn'd to hate. 
Arb. And you believe me guilty ? 
Man. I am convinc'd. 
Ain, 
4. O too lovely, too unkind, 
If my lips no credit find, 
Pierce my breaſt; my heart ſhall prove 
Strong in virtue, firm in love. 
Guiltleſs, wretched, left forlorn, 
And worſe than murder d N thy ſcorn, 


Exit guarded. 
SCENE XIV. he 


Mandane ſola. 
Recitative accompanied. 
Dear and beloved ſhade of my dead father, 
Thee I invoke to ſpirit up my rage, 
Left fond credulity too ſtrongly plead, - | | 


And tura my purpoſe from a juſt revenge 3 


E R X ES. 2 


Art, Wor'd In- the pangs' of death I'd met my, For, O ! 1 feel the tyrant Love within, 


xit. And you, his guards, in the next chamber ite. | 


And, by a ſecret way, which 1 will ew _" 
Delude the guards, and fly, 


Wou d riſe in evidene* to prove me guilty. ' 


He rends my breaft, he ftruggles for Arbaces 
Help me, kind gods, Go away his fmage, 
IR, 
Fly, ſoft ideas, fly; 
That neither tear nor ach 
My virtue may betray. | 
Nature's great call, 
That governs all, 
A daughter muſt obey, _.. 
Alas, my ſoul denies . 
To hear revenge's cries! 
Dare not, fond heart, 
To take his part, 
But drive his form away. 


[ Exit. 


hy 000 ab AM —__ x 
ACT SCEN:E I. 
The Royal F 
Enter Artazerzes and — 
Art. VARDS, ſpeed ye to the rower, 


And inftantly conduct Arbaces to me. 
Artab. Good my lord, 
Think not the partial fondneſs of 4 father 
Has urged this counſel, a 
Art. No; "tis juftice dictates; 
He Qill perfifts that he is innocent; 
And his fair truth was ne'er till pow ſuſpeRed z 
I will withdraw 
O, reconcile the ſafety of your fon 8 
With your king's peace, and the honourof his throne, 
Alx. ; 
In infancy, our bopes and fears 
Were to each other known ; 
And friendſhip, in our riper years, 
Has twin'd our hears in one. 
O clear him then from this offence ; 
Thy love, thy duty prove z 
Reſtore him with that innocence, 
Which firſt inſpir'd my lover 
SCENE H. 7 
Artab. So far my great reſolve ſucceeds. 
Approach, Arbaces. 
Enter Arbaces and Guards, 


[Zxit. 


Exepne Guards, 
Arb. My father ! 1 * 


Artab. Ever watchful to preſerve thee, 
I artfully have gain'd from Artaxe:xes 
The liberty to queſtion thee : 
Take then this fortunate occaſion, 


Arb. Sir, my eſcape HY t 
Artab. Tis folly all; 1 give thee liberty” | 


From the king's wrath I ſnatch thee; and, ba, 
The public voice ſhall call thee to the thront. 


Arb. What ſaid you, Sir? | WH 
Artab. Long have you known yy y 


The people's hatred to the royal blood: 


Away. 
The Gght of you will fire the mut "nous 
Whoſe leaders to your intereſ are ſworn, 


Arb, 1 turn a rebel! horror's in tit . 


Your pardon, Sir —le this » father's coutifel? , f 

Guards, enter quick, brink me we my ch chaint— 

Conduct me to my priſon. 
Artab. I burn with rage. 
Arb. * calm this — on my ok; 

1 10n. 
To RET grant due kind adieu. 


acyl 


6 ART. AX. X 


© Artob. Unwortby boy ! I'm deaf to t hy requeſt. 


Ars. 

Arb. Diſdainful you fly me, 

In anger exclaim; 

All comfort deny me, 

And murder iy fame, 

Yo grief can the heart 
To pity incline, 

That bears not a part 
In ſorrow like mine. 

Nature's tender plea is vain; 

Welcome then my chains again» 

O rigour unjuſt! 

O council accurſt 

Ambition ill plac'd, 

My virtue diſgrac'd; 

The pains 1 endure, 

Death only can cure, 

Diſdainful you fly me, 

In anger exclaim 3 
All comfort oeny me, 

And murder my fame. 

No grief cin the heart 
To pity incline, 

That bears not a part 
In ſorrow like mine. 

Nature's tender plea is vain ; 

Welcome then my chains again- 

| [ Exit, with the Guards. 
SCENE III. 
Emer Rimenes. 

Rim. Why, my dear friend, ſa penſive, ſo inactive? 

Artab. My waywt6 ſon, that bar to my ambition, 
A: once rejeRts both liberty and crown. 

Rim. Let us away, and force bim from the Tower. 

Artab. The preſent time may better be employ'd, 
If Artaxerxes periſh by our band 
Let not my friend betray me. 

Rim. I, my lord! 

Forbid it gratitude ! My abjeR ſtate 

Caſt me below the notice of menkind, 

Till your great power exalted me to honour, 

Artab, Small recompence for thy good ſervices : 
But ſhould kind fortune ſmile on this attempt, 
Then judge if Artabanes loves his friend. 

Rim, My hand, my heart, are guided by your 

Wilts ; 

Artab. I have obſerv'd thy paſſion for Semira—— 
Spare thy confuſion; and let this great inftance 
Prove my efteem ——Semir2 ſhall be thine, 

Rim. Thanks, gracious Sir ; iy joy is paſt ex- 

preſſion. 

Artab, Come hither, daughter. [Seeing Se mira. 

SCENE lv. 
Enter Semita. 

In this valiant chief 

Behold thy lord and huſband ! 

Sem. Cruel ſound! | | 
O Sir, reflet—ls this a time for nuptials ? 

When my unhappy brothe . 

+ Peace, no more, 
"Tis my cammand--reply not, but obey, ["Exit. 
SCENE V. 

Sem. I tremble—hear me, Sir—O, if you love 
revent this marriage, [ me, 
ng ——4r Semira mocks me. 

mM. „ by conſtra ni, you ſeize my he'pleſs 

. My heart diſdains the brutal 1 & hand, 

Rim. Give me thy beauty, and reſerve thy cart ; 
Thou keep' the worſt, I gain the better part. 
? oy S 


Al. 
To ſigh and complain, 
Alike I dildain, | 


E R X : E R 8. 
Contented my wiſh & enjoy 3 
| I ſcorn to reflect, ; 
On a lady's neglect, v 
Or barter my peace for a toy. 5 
In love, as in war, 
] laugh at a ſcar, 
And, if my proud enemy yield, l 
The joy that remains 8 
Is to lead her in chains, 8 
And glean the rich ſpoils of the field, [Fxi, 
SC EN. E VI. W 
Sem. How many links to dire mis fortune 'ꝭ chain 
Are woven in one day! a 72 
Enter MANDANE, 
Stay, dear Mandane--- 
Why this haſte ? 
Man. I attend the council. Edd Are 
Sem. I'll too attend, if ought within my power 
May help my brother. 
Man. Our views are different; thou deſir'ſt to 
ſave him; | 
{ ſeek his death. x eh 
Sem. Is this a language for Arbaces* lover? 
Man. It well becomes thedavghter of dead Xerxes. 
Sem. Away, thou cruel.maid ! 1 
Enforce his crime, and urge bis ſpeedy death, 
But firſt prepare your heart, and quite eraſe 
The ſoft remembrance of your former paſſion, 
The tender hopes and fears, warm vows of truth, 
Fond ſighs exchang'd, and, laſt, the ſweet idea 
Of that dear form, Which firft infpir'd your love. 
Man. Ah, barbarous Semira | thus to wake 
My guilty pity ;z rebel to my duty. 
Alk. 
If o'er the cruel tyrant love, 
A conqueſt I believ'd;* © 
The flatt ring error ceaſe to prove; 
O let me be deceiv'd. | 
Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which love did firſt create; 
What was my pride is now my ſhame, 
And mult be turn'd to hate. 
Then call not to my wav'ring mind, 
The weakneſs of my heart: Wet 
Which, ah! I feel too much inc lind 
To take the traitor's part. [Exit 
SCENE: VII. _ 
; SrMIRA, ſola, | 
Which fatal evil ſhall I firſt oppoſe ! : 


My princeſs, brother, this deteſted lover, 


The king, my father, all are enemies ; 
And each attacks me in ſome tender part; 
While I exert my pow'r againſt the one, 
The others ruſh on my defenceleſs breaft. 
Ats. 
If the river's ſwelling waves ö 
Overflow their uſual bed; 
Scarce th' afftighted peaſant ſaves 
From the flood his homely ſhed. 
Tho' he ſtop one open ſhore, Ip 
Where the waters ſwiftly glide, 
At an hundred places more, 
Ruſhes in th' impetuous tide, [Exits 


. SCENE. VIII. 


A ball ef reyal council, wirb a throne, ſeats on the 
fides for the grandes of the kingdom, a ſmall table 
and chair on the right hand of the throne. Ar- 


taxerxes preceded by guards, afterwards by the © 


nobles, followed by Mandane, Semira, Artabanes 
and Rimenes, 


Act. Ye ſolid pillars of the Perſian empire 
| Behold. cue faied to ſuſtain the cares cn - | 


* 
1 
2 


of my pat 
That MY | 
n my 
— bh 
Whoſe vi 
Be the ſo 
Ia him 18 
Mas. 
Art. 
Has dou! 
ou ht 
Yori 6 
His fath 


Pri, 


Of my paternal thrane ; and-much I'm griev'd 
That my lov'd father's death ſo heavy lies 
Upon my abſent friend; byt ſince Arbaces 
Denies this accuſation, let the fathet, 
Whoſe virtues have endear'd hm to our favour, 
Be the ſon's judge, to caſt him or acquit him: 
In him is veſted all our regal power. 
Man. In him! does frienſhip ſo prevail o'er duty? 
' Art. Not ſo, Mandane, for his loyal father 
Has double reaſon. for ſeverity. 
] ought to vindicate the death of Xerxes; 
But if, Arbaces be the criminal, 
His father, with more rigour, will revenge. 
His monarch's death, and his own public ſhame. 
Artab. Ah, Sir, what trial 
Art, Worthy of thy virtue—— 
If any think me partial, let him ſpeak. 
Rim. This filence is a gen'ral approbation. 
Sem. My brother comes. 
Man. Ah me 
Art. Give your attention. | 
[ 4 — the throne, the grandees fit. 
Man. [Afde] ow prudence guide the reins of 
my aff;Qion. 
Ceaſe, buly heart, to flutter in my breaſt. 
SCENE IX. ö 
. Enter Arbaces, in Chains, guarded. 
Arb. Am I ſo much the hatred of all Perſia, 
Thatit unites to witneſs my misfortune ? 
My ſovereign! - ed iq : 
Art. O Arbaces, call me friend ! 
For till thy crime is prov'd, that title's mine; 
But, as a name fo tender ill becomes 
Th' impartial judge, thy moſt unhappy cauſe 
I have aflign'd to worthy Artabanes. 
Arb. My father judge! 
Art. Yes he. 
Arb. I'm chill'd with horror. 
Artab. Arbaces, in this preſence thou appear'ft 
To be the murderer of royal Xerxes. 
The circumſtances urg'd are theſe—— 
That thou hadſt entertain'd preſumptuous love 
Of this moſt honour'd princeſs ; | 
For which, by Xerxes baniſh'd from the court, 
You ſought revenge, and found it in his death. 
Arb. Nay more, the bloody ſword, the time, 
© © the place, . 
And flight, conſpire to fix the guilt on me; 
And yet my heart is free; —l'm innocent, 
- Artab. Demonſtrate that, and ſo appeaſe the 
wrath, | 
Of this offended princeſs. * 
Man. Whether he plead or not, 
He equally is guilty... -Where is juſtice ? 
Is this the father that ſhould vindicate 
His murder'd king, and his own publick ſhame ? 
Arb. Cruel Mandane | does thy voice conde 
me 5 
Man. Bear up, my heart. N Afde. 
Artab. Your juſt reſentment, princeſs, * 
Spurs on my lazy virtue 
Let Perfia then, in Artabanes' rigour, 
Record his juſtice and his loyalty.— [ Tokes the pen. 
My ſon I bere condemn—{ Signs. ] Arbaces dies. 
Man. Oh, gods! 
Art. Suſpendea while, the raſh decree. 
[Artabanes riſes, and givet the paper to Artaxerxes. 
Artab, Tia fign'd, my liege—t bave fulfil'd my 
duty. | a 36g). -* 


- 


* * 


— 
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Arb. Weeps Mandane 
In pity of my cruel deſtiny? 


' Man. Pleaſure may ſtart a tear, as well as grief, 


Artab.Now I have finiſh'd the ſtern judge's part, 
Permit, O king, the feeling of a father. 
Pardon, my ſon, the effect of tyrant duty; 
Suffer with patience, aud remember this, 
The worſt of ev'ry evil is the fear, 
Arb. My patieace, Sir, begins at laſt to leave 
me 
Barbarous father Ah, I loſe my life 7 
Adieu. | Going, 
Artab. 1 freeze, Lad. 
Man. I die. 
Arb. Stay, raſh Arbaces ! Returning, 
Where would'ſt thou go,? Ah, Sir, forgive your 
ſon ! ; 
Behold me at your feet--- 
Excuſe the tranſperts of my frantick grief; 
Shed all my blood, tis yours,--I"ll not complain; 
But kiſs the honour'd hand that fign'd my death. 
Artab. Enough, O riſe. 
Thou haft but too much reaſon to lament : 
But know (0 gods !—— Taks one em- 
brace, and part. . | 
Als. 
Arb. By that belov'd embrace, 
| By this my fond adieu, 
Deplore my hapleſs caſe, 
| Condemn'd alas! for you. 
Appeaſe my love, my truth commend, 
Yourſelf preſerve, my king defend. 
My ſentence 1 obey. | 
To filial duty true 3 
And ſcarce have pow r to ſay 
A long and laſt adieu ![ Exit guarded, 
SCENE X. b 
Man. Ah me! at poor Arbaces parting, 
I feel the ſtroke of death. 
Artab. I hope Mandane's wrath will now ſubfide 
For I have (acrific'd my only ſon, _ i 
To ſatisfy ber vengeance. 
Man. Savage, no morey 
Avoid my preſence : dare not to view the light 
Of ſun or ſtars ! but hide thy cruel head 
Within the deepeſt bowels of the earth, 
Artab, Is then my virtue 
Man. Silence, inhuman ! 
Artab. Did not Mandane's rage excite my juftice?. 
Man. The daughter ought to vindicatethe father 
But thoa, a father, _ have ſav'd thy ſon.” 
IR, 
Monfter away 
From chearful day, 
To the gloomy deſart fly ; 
Paths explore, 
Where lions roar, 
And devouring tigers lie. : 
Tho” far food : . 
They wade in blood, 
All to fave their young agree; 
Ev'ry creature, | 
Fierce by nature, 
Harmleſs is compar'd to thee. 
SCENE XI. 
Art. See, lov'd Semira, py 
How Heav'n conſpires the ruin of Arbaces, © 
Sem. Inbuman tyrant ! FEE 


You firſt deftroy your friend, 
And then bewail him. 


How was I then a tyragt ? 


Art. I, to thy father's will, his life committed z 


tun. 


. pp 


| 
ö 


8 A R T A X 
All Perſia knows my friendſhip for Arbaces, 
And faithful love to thee. 3 
Sem. I thought you once 
A tender lover and a gen'rous friend; 
Bot in one inftant you have prov'd yourſelf 
In friendſhip falſe, —— in love. 
. I. 
This boſom, a ſtranger to reſt, 
Reſentment and pity aſſail; 
As both for dominion conteſt, 
So both to my ſorrow, prevail: 
My heart in this deſperate ſtate, 
To give each aſſailant it's due, 
Now bleeds for my brother's hard fate, 
And burns with reſentment to you. [ Exit. 
SCENE XII. | 
Art. O, Artabanes | ſme; 
Artab. Lament not, Sir, but leave complaints to 
1 am the.moſt unhappy of mankind. 
Arr. Thy woe mult needs be great, 
When mine js inſupportable. 
SCENE XIII. 
: Artabanes ſolus. 
Recitative accompanied. 

At length my ſoul has room tindulge its grief--- 
What racking thoughts ſurround the guilty breaſt- + 
O my dear ſon, forgive the piercing woes, 

Which my foul deeds inflict upon thy youth; 
IT come to ſave thee from the jaws of death, 
And pay thy virtues with a kingly throne, 
Alx. 
Thou, like the glorious ſun, 
Thy ſplendid courſe ſhalt run: 
What tho” the night, 
Obſcure his light, 
When prifon'din the weſt 3 
The day returns , 
Again he burns, 
The god of day confeſt. [ Exit, 


SST BEL SES LL 


i A Priſon. 
Arbaces, ina boly pere. 
ARIETTA, 
X 7 HY is death for ever late 
To conclude a wretch's woe ? 
Thoſe who live in happy ſtate, 
Feel too ſoon th'untimely blow. 
: Enter Artazerzes. 
Art. Arbaces | 
Arb. Gracious Heav'n, what's this I ſee! 
Does royal Artazerxes deign to viſit 
The wretch Arbaces, in this horrid gloom ! 


(Exit. 


E R X E S. 
| Ars, 2 Þ 
Water from the ſea, 
May increaſe the river's tide z 
To the 8 fount may flee, 
Or thro" fertile vallies glide « 
Yet in ſearch of loft repoſe, 
; Doom'sd like me, forlorn to roam, 
Still it murmurs as it flows, 
Till it reach its native home, 


SCENE 11, 
_ * a Artaxerxes ſolus, 
at front, ſecure in conſciovs innocence, 
Defies the charge of guilt : afflition's veil 
Can never quite eclipſe the inward light, 
That from a noble (ſoul darts forth it's rays, 
When in the I the heart is ſeen. 
IR. 
Tho' oft a cloud, with envious ſhade 
Conceals the face of day; 
The ſun is fill in flames array'd, 
His beams immortal, not decay'd: 
Soon the gloomy veil retires ; 


[Ext 


He darts each pow'rful ray, 
| And light and heat expires, Lait, 
SCENE in. | 
Enter Artabanes, with a trois of c ort. 


My ſon Arbaces— Where art thou retir d 7 
Sure he ſhould hear my voice--what ho-- Arbaces !-- 
O Heaven--- -guards, watch the entrance of the 


——ů 
Till 1 can my . Eri. 
Enter Rimenes. 8 ( p 
1 Rim, Not yet arriv'd | 
Sir, Artabanes ! [Exit 
Re-enter 


Artab. © unhappy father! wb, 
My ſon I ſeek in vain--my blood grows chill 


I fear—l doubt——perhaps ij 
Re-emter — 
Rim. Artabanes ! 


Artah, Where is Arbaces ? 

Rim. Is he not with you ? | 

Artab. O cruel gods | th' unfortunate pe; 

Rim. Suſpicion always borders on extremes; 
And might not Artaxerzes or Mandane, | 


| The friend or lover, have procut d his flight ? 


What ftrange delay is this 1--- Let's to our tac : 

Behold the way that leads us to the palace. L 
Artab. And what great enterprize ſhall I accom» 

My ſon being loft ? (pli&, 
Rim, What, have you then, for 


Ait. Pity and friendſhip brought me here to ſave 
Arb. To ſaye me! [thee. 
Art. Yes, That ſecret paſſage leags 

To life and liberty; then quickly fly—- 
Remember Artaxerxes, and be happy. {guilty; 

Arb. Your pardon, Sir, the world eſteems me 

Then let me die z your honour, Sir requires it. 
Happy my exit, having once preſerv'd | 
My fovereign's life, and now his ſpotleſs honour, 
Abt. Such noble ſentiments can ne er proceed 
From guilty minds—Belqv'd Arbaccs, fly 
As friend, I beg thee to preſerve thyſelf; - 
But if that fajls—a5 ſovereign, I command thee. 
Ard. In gratitude to thy exalted friendſhip, | 
I'll quit this ſcene of horror and deſpair. » | 
But ob! thug exil'd, 1 tall only fly, 7 


Reels to tread the paths of mige. 


Secur'd the royal guards z and I, the troops ? 
Determine, Sir; this inftant Artaxerzes 
Prepares to take the coronation oath ; 
The ſacred cup is by your order poiſon'd : 
And ſhall we then ſo baſely=—oo | 
Artab. O my friend 
Arbaces loft, for wham thou'dI engage ? \ 
Rim. Thy ſon Arbaced from thy hand expeQts 
The throne, if living ; and if dead, revenge. 
Artab. That, that alone recals my fleeting fpiritz 
Lead on, kind friend ; my fate depends on ther. 
Kis. I'll lead thee on to joyful victory. = 
Ihe ' 
O let the daager of z ſon 
_—_ 
. i, "Thep of a ki won 
X Shovld light ambition's fire. 
0 wounded minds, revenge ii balm 
With vigour they engages - + 7 
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And facrifice a pleaſing calm, 
To « more plenfing rage. 
___ Artabanes ſolure 
Rreirarivx ac 
Ye adverſe Gods |'y'ave found the only way 
To quell my vaſt ambition ; perplexing doubt, 
Whether my ſon yet lives, awakens fear ; 
And the dire image of deſpair ſtarts up, 
Uanerves my arm, and checks my daring ſoul. 
; Ain, 
O much lov'd fon, if death 
Has ſtol'n thy vital breath, 
In ſhare thy hapleſs fate; / 
But ere the dagger drinks my blood, 
A murder'd king, at Lethe's flood, 
The tidings ſha'l relate. 
Bid Charon ceaſe from toll, 
- And reſt upon his oar, 
Till 1 attain the happy ſoil, 
Where we ſhall part no more. 
SCENE V. 
| Mandane's tment. 
Enter Mandane and Semira. 
Man. Perhaps the king releas'd Arbaces, 
Cem. No rather deftroyed him. of 
Man. How | b 
Sem, "Tis known to all; 
In ſecret he refign'd his wretched life. | 
Man. O hapleſs youth ! O tidings worſe than 
e death ! 
Sem. I hope your vengeance now is ſatisff, d 
' Or wou'd you other vitims ?——Speak. 
Man, I cannot ; 
Light cares are ever ſoften'd by complaint: 
5 But ſuch as mine, arreſt the power of ſpeech, 
Sem. Ne'er liv'd a heart more loſt to ſenſe of pity: 
All eyes in Perfia wail his hapleſs fate; 
But yours are dry. 
Man. The deeper my afflict on: 
Small is the grief that vents itſelf in tears. 
Sem. Go, if not ſatisfy'd, and feaſt your eyes 
Upon the Nlaughter'd ſpoils of my dear brother; 
ith ſecret joy, number his bloody wounds. 
Man. Be filent—lecave me. 
Sem. Nover; while thou liv'ſt, ; | 
I'll haunt thee like a ſpirit, and my wrongs 
Shall daſh thy hopes with bicterneſs and woe. 
Man. You think me crael, and denounce re- 
venge—Ah ! how have I deſerv'd thy enmity? 
| Aint, . 
Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove ; 
a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Fore'd by duty, rack'd by love. 
Each ungentle thought ſuſpending, * 
Judge of mine, by thy ſoft breaſt ; 
Nor with rancour, never ending, - 
Heap freſh ſorrows on th' oppreſs'd. 
Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
_ Pity's ſofter claim remove;. . 
Spare a heart that's now expiring, - 
Forc'd by duty, rack d by. lb. 
Heavy n, that every joy has trot, © 
Ne'er my wretched ftate can mendz 
I, alas | at once have loſt, on 


Lean. 


[Exit. 


i. 


» is a WW. 
| Have pierC'd her breaſt, and not reliev'd my o.] 
Sane ,2 =!" 5+ 
"Tis not true, that in our grief, 
Others weeping in diſtreſs, 
To our troubles bring relief, 
Making each misfortune leſs. - ! .. ; 
No, when ſore oppreſs'd by fate, g 
Better tis to ſigh alone, n 19 Y 
Than ſupport a double weight, 7 
Others ſorrows, and our on. [Exits 
SCENE VI. : 
: Enter Arbaces. ' 


Fain wou'd my heart before external exile, [ dane. 

Indulge it's fondneſs with a laſt adieu. 

Perhaps, this way—but whither do I wander ! 

Raſh man—O heav'nly Pow'rs behold her there 

My fpirits fail me yet I'll ſpeak——— Mandane! 

| Enter Mandane. 
Man. Ye pow'rs | Arbaces! and at liberty ! 
Arb. A friendly hand unlock'd my cruel fetters. 
Man. Ah | fly begone ! 
Arb. How can I part, for ever from ſuch beauty? 
Man. Perfidious traitor ! what would'ſt thou 
witch me? _ 
Arb. Am I no lohger'deww to my Mandane F 
Man, Thou art become che object of my hate. 
Arb. 3 my de h ſhall end thy 
corn. er. 

I fly to meet my fate Adieu for ever. | Going, 
Man. Hear me, Arbaces. | 
Arb. Ha! what torture more ? 

Man. I cannot ſpeak. 

Arb. O Heav'n ! 

Man, Fly, ſave thyſelf. 

Arb. What means my princeſs ! —this returg- 
ing pit 

Man. Does not ariſe from love but fl 
and live. 


Dur r ro. 
Arb. For thee I live, my desreſt; 
But if 1 meet diſdain, 
For thee, my dear, I'll die. 
Man, How lovely thou appeareſt, 
My bluſhes will explain. 
I can no more reply. 
Arb. Then hear me. 
Man. No. * 
A. . Thou art. 
Man. Divide not thus my heart ; 
Leave me—In pity go. 
Both. Ye Gods that torture ſo, 
Some timely reſpite ſend ; 
When will your rigour end ? 
[ Exeunt, different caps. 
SCENE VIII. : 


the image of the ſun, with a lighted Altar. 
 Artaxerxes, Artabanes, nubles, &. 
Art, To you, my people, much belov'd, I offer 
Myſelf, not leſs a father, than a kibg: 
Your native rights,. your cuſtoms, and your laws, 
With jealous care I ever will maintain, 
And raiſe-up treaſure in my people's hearts, 
Artab. Here is the ſacred cap 
Your ſolemo/vath muſt bind the l- ſting tle z 


* 
* 


I FulGl th' aceultom's rite and drink thy death, 
N | [A/dey 


ied. 


Gs Raerrarren acc | 
ſweet April 


| Aer. Reſplendent God, by whom 
ms : 
Thou genial deam, that warms us and eflightenyy 


Father, brother, lover, friend | 
Let got rage, &c. [Exit. 
$-C E N E VI. 922 
- Semira ſols. 
What have I done! Alas, I vainly thought, 
Dividiog grief, to leſſen my afflictian; 
Theſe cruel inſults, veated oa Mandane, 


Look awful down * if oy nν,˖n οαν lips 


Arb. Nor here my ſearching eyes can find Man- 


A temp e, and throne, with a crocen and ſciptreʒ; 
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permit me to be ſiient—l am innocent. 


10 
Have utter'd falfhood, may this wholeſome draught 
Change, as it paſſes, into deadly poifon.  ' 
SCENE IX. 
Enter Semira baſlily. 
Sem. Fly quick, my liege ; thouſands of rebel 
troo 


ps 
Surround the palace, by Rimenes led; 
Your death is plotted, and your guards corrupted. 
: Art. O gods! 
Hrtab, What fear you, Sir? My ſingle preſence 
Shall quell this tumult, and protect my king. 
Art. Away, my friend, to victory or death. 
| SCENE X. 
Exter Mandane. 
Man. Hold, brother, the rebellious crew are fled. 
Art. Say how, Mandane ? 
Man. Led by falſe Rimenes. * 
They forc'd the gates, and enter'd, when Arbaces, 
Departing to eternal baniſhment, 
His fingle bieaſt oppos'd, and ſwore to die 
In hie great maſter's cauſe : all dropp'd their arms 
Except that daring rebel at their head; 
On him Arbaces, like a lion, flew, 
Clove thro' his helmet, flew him, and reveng'd 


thee. 
Art. Where's my preſerver bring him to my, 
arms. * [Exeunt officers with guards. 


He murder Xerxes ! Impious ſuppoſition | 
Man, My heart reſpires | 
Sem. O loyal brother 
Man. Valour ſuppreſs'd, now ſprings again to 
glory. 


IR. 
The ſoldier, tir'd of war's alarms, 
Forſwears the clang of hoftite arms, 
And ſcorns the ſpear and ſhield : 
But if the brazen trumpet ſound, 
He burns with conqueſt to be crown'd, 
And dares again the field. 
"SCENE tbe lof. 
Enter Aitabanes and Arbaces. 
Arb. Behold, my king, Arbaces at thy feet. 
Art. O ſtill my friend! come to my grateful. 
breaſt, 
Man. Yet that my brother may with better grace 
Reward this deed, and ſatisty the people, 
Some reaſon give us for the bloody ſword, 
Thy tim'rous flipch', and all that wak'd ſuſpicion. 
Arb. If dees, not words, proclaim a loval heart, 
4s 
Art. Confirm with a folemn jmprecationg 
And of a truth, as Perſia's law preſcribes, 
That veſſel drain'd ſhall be the ſacred pledge. 
Arb. 1 am prepar'd. 
Att. O cruel goes if my ſon drinks, he'tpoiſon'd. 


RtciTATIVE accompanied. 


Arb. Reſplendent god, by whom ſweet April 
blooms, 


—_—— 


| 
| 


KART AX ER X E S. 


on genial beam that warms us and enlighten! 
 Artab. [Ad-] O wretehed father ! 
Arb. If my tr lips, 
Have utter'd fatſhood, way this wholefome draught 
Change, es it paſſes, i; | 
Artab, Hold, tis poiſon. | 
Art. What fury urg d thee to fo vile a deed ? 
 Artab. Away diſgaiſe l the draught was meant 
But my paternal fondneſs has betray'd me. [for thee 
I murder'd Xerxes ; and, to gain the thron 
Wou'd have deſtroy d thee too. | 
Art. Wretch, thou ſhalt dle. 
Arb. Then I diſdain to live, 
Art, Mandane ſhall reward thy ſpotleſs virtue; 
And thy fair fiſter ſhall partake oor throne ; 
But for that traitor=—— 
Arb. 1 will die for him; 
My blood Is his, and ſhall atone bis crimes, 
Art. Thy loyalty and virtue, inzur'd youth, 
Shall change his ſentence ints baniſhment : 
Make no reply, his exile is for life. 
Man. Sure Heav's inſpir'd the merciful decree, 
| Arbaces and Semira muſt approve it: 
Tho' for his crimes the father juſtly ſuffers, 
His life is ſpar'd, that you, his guiltleſs children, 
May not be ever wretched in his death. 
Cnonus. 
Live to us, to empire live ! 
Great Auguſtus, long may'R thou 
From the ſubje world receive 
Lautel wreathes t'adorn thy brow! 
| Duro. 
Of his country ever free, 


There the royal father ſee ! 
Cnonvs. 
To the patron of our laws, 
Pierce the air with loud applauſe, 
DuzTT0, 
Virtue in his ſoul reſides ; 
In his truth the world confides, 
Crnorvs, 
To the patron of our laws, 
Pierce the air with loud applauſe. . 
DuztTo- 
Pity from the. throne deſcending, 
How the monarch it endears ; 
When with juſtice mercy blending, 
In the king a god appears 
DvzTT0. 
54 3 — claim, with iron ſceptre, 
i Duty which our fears impart z 


=o 


But our gentle kind protector, 


Monarch reigns o'er ev'ry heart, 
Cnokus. 
Live to us, to empire live | 
Great Auguſtus, long may'ſt thou 
From the ſubje& world receive | 
Laurel wreathes Cadorn thy brow ! 
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